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The truth of this appease : Prepare you Lords, 

Summon a Sclfion,that wc may arraigne 
Our moft difloyall Lady : for as fhe hath 
Been publikely accus’d, fo Hull fhe haue 
A iuft and open Triall. While fhe liues. 

My heart will be a burthen to me. Lcaue me, 
And thinkc vpon my bidding. Exeunt. 


The W inters Tale. 


(tAchii Ter tins. Scena Trima. 


Sccena Sccuncfa. 


Enter Leontes , Lords, Officers: Hermtone (as to her 
Triall) Ladtes: Chomines,Dion. 

Leo. This Se(Tijns(to.our great griefewe pronounce) 

Eucn pufhes ’gainft our heart. The partie try’d. 

The Daughter of a King,our Wife,and one 
Of vs too much bcloiTd. Let vs be clear'd 
| Of being tyrannous,fince vve fo openly 
1 Proceed in lufticeAvhich fhall haue due courfc, 

Eucn to the Gu«lc,or the Purgation : 

Produce the Prifoner. 

Officer. It is his Highnefie plcafure.that the Queene 
Appeare in perfon,here in Court. Silence. 

Leo . Reade the Iridi&menc. 

Officer. Hermionc, Queene to the worthy Leontes ,King 
of Sicilia , tho.H art here acctifed and arraigned of High Trea- 
fon,in committing Adultery with Pplixenes Kmg of Bohemia, 


Enter Clcomines and Dion. 

Cleo. The Clymat’s delicate,the Ayre mofl fweet, 
Fertile the Hie, the Temple much furpaflmg 
The common prayle it bcares. 

Dion. I fliu.Il report. 

For mofl it caught me,the Celcttiall Habits, 

(Me thinkes I fo fhould terme them) and the reuerence 
Of the graue Wearers. 0,the Sacrifice, 

How ceremonious,folemnejCnd vn-carthly 
It was iVn’Offring? 

Cleo. But of all,the burft 
And the eare-deaff’ ning Voycc o’th’Oraclc, 

Kin t clones Tnunder,fo lurpriz'dmy Sence, 

That I was nothing. 

Dio. If th’euenc o’ch’Iourney 
Proue as fncceflefull to the Queene (O be’e fo) 

As it hath becne to vs^rare^lcafant/pecdic. 

The time is worth the vfe on’e. 

Cleo. Great Apjlfe 

Turneall to ch’bcft: chefe Proclamations, 

So forcing faults vpon Hermione, 

I little like. 

Dio. The violent carriage of it 
Will c!eare,or end the BufinefTe,vvhen the Oracle 
(Thus by Apollo's great Diuine feal’d vp) 

Shall cue Contents dilcouer: lorr.ednng rare 
Euen then will rufh to knowledge. Goc: frefh Horfh, 
And gracious be the ifTue. Exeunt. 


nor. 


■txes 


andcoHjftirinjr with Camillo 

tuigne Lord the King,thy Royall Husband: \ 

bemg by circumffewcespartly Uyd open,tho H (uJ*"*Kd 
trury to the Faith andAUegeance of a true S u b ie ^W 
J*>le and ayde them, for their better faf«, e 
Night. * fte toy / 

Her. Since what I am to fay,mull be but ,u 
Which contradi&s my Accufation.and ‘ lat 
The teftimonie on my part.no other 
But what comes from my felfe.it fhall fcarceb 
To fay,Noc guiltie: mine Integritie ° ot t»e 

Being counted Falfehood : fhall( as I exprelTe i r \ 

Be fo receiu d. But thus.if Powres Diuine j 
Behold our humane Aift ions (as they doe) 

I doubt not thcn,but Innocence fhall make 
Falfe Accufation bIufh,and.Tyrannie 
Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord Jbcft in ' 
(Whom leal! will feeme to doe fo)my p a ft ur W 
Hath becne as continent.as chafte.as true C 
As I am now vnhappy; which is more * 

T hen Hiftorie can pattcvnc.though dcuis’d 
And play’d.totake Spectators. For behold «. 

A Fellow of the Royall Bed.which owe ’ 

A Moitie of thcThrone : a great Kinps n.„ i 
T he Mother to a hopefull Pnnce.hcre flandinf ^ 

To prate and talke for Life,and Honor,f ore & 

Who pleafe to come,and hearc. For Li’fe.I nri, ■ 

As I weigh Gnefc(which I would fpaie : )rc r H ** 
Tisa deriuatiue from me to mine, J 100 
And onely that I Band for. I appealc 
To your ownc Confcicnce (Sir) before Poli xei 
Came to your Court,how I was inyourerace 

How merited to be fo: Since he came, & " ’ 

With what encounter fovneurrant I * 

Haue ftrayn’d t’appearc thus; if one’ iot beyond 
The bound of Honor.or in ad,or will 
That way enclining, hardned be the hearts 
Of al! that heare me,and my nccr’ft of Kin 
Cry fie vpon my Graue. 

Leo. I nc’i e heard yet. 

That any of chelc bolder Vices wanted 
Lelfe Impudence to gainc-fay what they did, 

Then to performc it firft. 

Her. That’s true enough. 

Though 'cis a faying(Sir) not due to me. 

Leo . You willnot ownc it. 

Her. More then Miftreflc of. 

Which comes to me in name of Fault,I muft not 
At all acknowledge. For Eolixenes 
(With whom I am accus’d) I doe confcfle 
I lou’d him,a$ in Honor he requir’d : 

With fuch a kind of Loue,as might become 
A Lady like me; with a Loue,euen fuch. 

So,and no other,as your felfe commanded: 

Which,not to haue done,! thinkehad been inrae 
BothDifobediencc.and Ingratitude 
To you,and toward your Friend,whofe Louc had fpoke ; 
Euen fince it could fpcakc,from an Infaac,freely, 

That it was yours. Now for Confpiracie, 

I know not how it taftes.though it be difh’d 
For me to try how: All I know of it, 

Js,that Camillo was an honeft man; 

And why he left your Court,the Gods thcmfducs 
(Wotting no more then I) are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his deparcure,as you know 
What you haue vndcrta'ne to doe in’s abfence. 

Her, 
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Sir, 


, Sir ’t angvuee that Irnderftatidnot; 
in t§hc ,5cuc11 of yotir Drcamc8^ 

W V hI Y(lur Anions are my Dreames. 

* Raftard by Tolixeues 

^ oU h l bream’d it: As you were paft all (Lame, 

J r bU Sadi are fo) fo paft all truth; 

^ l°^ m deny.conccrnes more then auailes: for as 
W l H rL hath!jeen call out.like to it felfe, 
father owning it(which is indeed 
minall in thee.then it) fo thou 
^Tfeelcour Iuftice; in whofe eafieft paffage, 

J ha Snolc(Te then death. 

Ur Sir fpareyourThreats: 

T^Rusce which you would fright me with,I feckc: 

P ,rin Life be no commodities 
Jheaowneand comfort of my Life(yourFauor) 
jdoegiuc loft) for I doe feelc it gone, 

L know not how it went. My lecond Toy, 

« dfirft Fruits of my body,horn his prefence^ 
hir’d like one infectious. My third comfort 
Isur’d mott vnluckily) is from my breaft 

The innocent milke in it moft innocent mouth) 

u a l’d out to murther. My felfe on eucry Poll 
Prodaym’da Strumpet: With immodeft hatred 
The Child-bed priuiledgedeny’d, which longs 
To Women of all falhion. Laftly,hurried 
Here to this place,i’th’ open ayre,before 
1 haue got ftrcngth of limit. Now(my Liege) 

Tell me what blelTings I haue here aliue. 

That I fhould feare to die ? Therefore proceed: 

Butyet heare this: mi ftak erne not: no Life, 

(I prize it not a llraw) but for mine Honor, 

Which I would free: if I fhall be condemn’d 
Vpon futmizes (all proofes deeping elfe, 

But what your Iealoulies awake) I tell you 
’Tis Rigor.and not Law Your Honors all, 

I doe referre me to the Oracle: 

Jfollo be my Iudge. 

Lord. This your requeft 
Is altogether iuft: therefore bring forth 
(And in AyoHo’s Name) his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Rulfia was my Father, 

Oh that he werealiue,and here beholding 
His Daughters Tryall: that he did but fee 
The flatnefic of my miferie; yet with eyes 
OfPitty.noc Reuenge. 

Cfcer. You here lhal fweare vpon this Sword ofluftice, 
That you ( Cleomines and Dion ) haue 
Been both at Dclphos,and from thence haue brought 
This feal’d-vp Oracle.by the Hand deliucr’d 
Of great Apollo’s Prieft; and that lince then. 

You haue not dar’d to breake die holy Seale, 

Nor read the Secrets in’t. 

Cleo Dio. All this we fweare. 

Leo. Breake vp the Seales,and read. 

Officer. Hermiooe it chafi, Polixenes bl.tmeleJfe,Cam\\\o 
..trueSubiett) Leontes a iealotu Tyrant , hit innocent'Babe 
truly begotten, and the King fhall liue without an Heircjfthat 
which u loff.be not found. 

Lords. Now blefled be the great Apollo. 

Her. Prayfed. 

Leo. Haft thou read truth ? 

Offc. I (my Lord) euen fo as it is here fet downe. 

Leo, There is no truth at all i’th’Orade: 


The Scffions lhaH proceed: this is mcere falfehood. 

Str. My Lord the King: the King i 

Leo. Whatisthebufincfle? 

Ser. O Sir,I fhall be hated to report it. 

The Prince your Sonne,wich mcerc conceit,and feare 
Of the Queencs fpecd,is gone. 

Leo. How? gone? 

Ser. Is dead. 

Leo. Apollo’s angry,and the Heauens themfelues 
Doe ftjike at my Iniuftice. How now there ? 

PW.This newes is mortall to the QueenejLookdowne 
And fee what Death is doing. 

Leo. Take her hence: 

Her heart is but o’re-charg’d : fhe will recouer. 

I haue too much belecu’d mine ownc fufpition: 

’Bcfeech you tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo pardon 
My great prophanencfte’gainft thine Oracle, 
lie reconcile me to Velixencs, 

New woe my Queene, recall the good Camillo 
(Whom I proclaime a man of T ruth,of Mercy:) 

For being tranfported by my Iealoulies 
To bloody thoughts,and to reuenge,I chofc 
(famillo for the minifter,topoyfon 
My friend Volixenes: which had been done. 

But that the good mind of CamiHo tardied 
My fwift command : though I with Death,and with 
Reward,did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it,and being done: he(moft humane, 

And fill’d with Honor) to my Kingly Gueft 
Vnclafp’d my pra&ile,quit his fortunes here 
(Which you knew great) and to the hazard 
Of all Incertainties,himfclfe commended, 

No richer then his Honor: How he glifters 
Through my Ruft? and how his Pietie 
Do’s my deeds make the blacker ? 

Paul. Woe the while: 

O cut my Lace,leaft my hcart(cracking it) 

Breake too. 

Lord. What fit is this?good Lady? 

Paul. What ftudied torments(Tyrant)haft for me i 
What Wheeles?Racks?Fires? What flaying?boyling? 

In Leads,or Oyles ? What old,or newer Torture 
Muft I receiuePwhofe euery word deferues 
To tafle of thy moft worft. ThyTyranny 
(Together working with thy Tcaloufies, 

Fancies too we3keTor Boyes,too grecno and idle 
For Girles of Nine) O thinkc what they haue done. 

And then run mad indeed: ftarke-mad: for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but fpices of it. 

That thoubctrayed'ft^ > ti//Arew«, , twas nothing, 

(That did but fhew chce,of a Foole,inconftant, 

And damnable ingtatefull:) Nor was’t much. 

Thou would’ft haue poyfon’d good Honor, 

To haue him kill a King: poore Trefp3(fes, 
Moremonftrous Handing by : whereof I reckon 
The calling forth to Crowes,thy Baby-daughter, 

To be or none,or little; though aDeuill 
Would haue fhed water out of fire,ere don’t: 

Nor is’t dire&Iy layd to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, whofe honorable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender)clefc the heart 
That could conceiue a grofle and foolilh Sire 
Blemifh’d his gracious Dam: this is not,no, 

Layd to thy anfwerc: but the laft: O Lords, 

When I haue faid,cry woe: the Queenc,the Queene, 

The 


























































































